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decent to discuss it in general. Let me hurry
therefore to a day in St. George's Square,
where on my recovery from the influenza
epidemic I opened my first parcel of review
books. 'Dear Humbert/ said the accompany-
ing letter, 'Try your hand at these. You
couldn't in any case do them worse.3 That
I recognized was merely editorial phrase-
ology. I brushed it eagerly on one side and
tore open the parcel. It contained four or
five books, but I did not burrow beyond the
first. I looked at its title on the narrow
white spine. It was thus inscribed: 'Jones's
Wedding and Other Poems. A. H. Sidgwick.5
I turned the first page. There looked at me
Arthur Hugh Sidgwick who had died of
wounds in France, September tyth 1917.
But, I thought, how young he is, a mere boy.
It can't after all be Sidgwick, because he was
older than I am. Then it came to my mind
that he had found a way to stabilize time.
It will, I think, be clear,
I murmured to myself,
With stars behind the four great chimneys.   Dear
In the moon, young and unchanging, they
Will cry me welcome in the boyish way
They had before they went to France but I,
A boy no more, will greet them silently.
I began to turn over the pages.   I had not
known Sidgwick very well, but very well had